CHAPTER XIX
THE CINEMA OF THE KHAIBER

THE WAY TO THE INDUS

IF you are to travel north of the capital of the Punjab, you
will find yourself passing slowly from the land of the warlike
Sikhs to that of the Muhammadans of the Punjab, men
who still call themselves Rajput, glorying in the fact that,
belonging to the old Hindu Rajput clans of India, they have
kept the descent honoured and revered, but rejoice to be
within the cleaner fold of Islam. Fine faces they are, those
clean-cut profiles, sturdy chins and grizzled beards, of small
landowners and yeoman peasants. Men with whom a blow
soon follows a word; and the women among them are sturdy
and sonsy, and comely withal, fit mothers of men, and very
different from the puny chatterers of the South with an
infant astraddle their half-formed hips. For in the North
we don't let our boys and girls go a-chambering too early.
You will be going north into the cold, and on your right
will be the great snowy ranges of the Pir Punjal that run
perhaps as high as Mont Blanc, and will almost hit you in
the eye, so sharp and white and near do they seem as you
gaze out of your carriage in the morning. You will roll over
the mighty Chenab running shallow in its bed, since its
waters are spread on the land, till the snows melt or the
mountain rains come, when it must be let free in its bed once
more lest worse befall. It was here that John Nicholson in
his young days found the ford that took Lord Cough's army
over the Chenab or Chinab, veritable 'waters of China' where
it rises. It was to that bitter battle-field of Chillianwallah
that he was marching, that veritable soldiers' battle where
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